aH AUTHENTIC 
Kel i COLORS 


GLOW in the 
DARK EYES 


a | 00 AN 


Imagine your friends 
shock when they see the 
“MONSTER” reaching out 
—sinister as the wildest 
nightmare. Bigger than 
life—Frankenstein—the 
man-made monster that 
terrorized the world. 7 
feet tall, with eyes that 
glow eerily in the dark 
for a special, thrilling 
chill, So lifelike in au- 
thentic colors, that you'll 
probably find yourself 
talking to him. Won't 
you be surprised if he 
answers! 

There is also his perfect 
companion—BONEY the 
SKELETON—stark and 
Scary—just a wonderful 
pair to set your hair on 


end 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
Just send $1.00 plus 35¢ 
to cover postage ana 
handling for each mon 
ster you want, ORDER 
TWO AND SAVE. (The same. 
‘abc for postage and han- 
dling applies to orders 
for TWO MONSTERS—a 
total of 2 for $2.35.) 

Your money back if not 
satisfactorily horrified, 
HONOR HOUSE 

DEPT. 472MR83 
LYNBROOK, N. Y. 


Scientific optical principle really works. Imagine 
— you put on the "'X-Ray"’ Specs and hold your 
hand in front of you. You seem to be able to 
look right through the flesh and see the bones 
underneath. Look at your friend. Is that really 
his body you ‘'see” under’ his clothes? Loads 
of laughs and fun at parties. Send only $1 plus 
256. shipping charges Money Back Guarantee 


HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP 
Lynbrook. N.Y. Dept. 472XR83, 


PPK 


22 CAL. 
PELLET 
FIRING 


only 5 | 25 


“STINGER AUTOMATIC” 
50-22 Cal. Pellets Free. 


Looks and Feels Like Full Size 


James Bond’ 
style German Automatic 5¥2 inches long — 4/2 
inches high. Fires 22 cal. pellets just as fast as 
you can pull the trigger with realistic moving 
slide action. Great for fast action combat—type 
target practice. 50 reusable 22 cal. pellets free. 
Free supply of targets. Money back if not satisfied. 
Just send $1.25 plus 25¢ Not sold in NY City. 


HONOR HOUSE. 
Dept. 472pKe3 ‘Lynbrook. N.Y. 11563 


IMPORTED 


LOCK BLADE 
STILETTO 


9” Overall Length Flips 
5” When Closed open in 

stantly and 
© Opens instantly iocks/oute: 


matically to 


fe. Sharp.and, prevent acci 
Tough dental closing 

le Stainless Razor shay, 
tough stainiess 

Steel Blade steel blade for re 


liable use and hard 

long service Money 
back in 5 days if not 
satisfied. Send $2.75 
plus 25¢ to cover post 
age and handing 


ALLEY SPORTS MO Div. 
Dept. 472ST83 
35 Wilbur Street, Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563, 


“POWER AUTOMATIC” 
Pellet Firing Target Pistol 


and SILENCER 


FREE 50 Reusable 
22 Cal. Pellets only 


Rapid firing 22 cal. fully 9 inches long with the 
look and feel of an “undercover” automatic. Snap 
the “‘silencer” on or remove it for fast combat- 
type target practice. FREE 50 reusable 22 cal. 
pellets and supply of targets. Money back guaran 
tee if not satisfied. Just send $1.25 plus 35c for 
postage and handling. 
HONOR HOUSE PROD. _Dept.472! 
Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 BABS) 
Not sold in'NYC 


Bank For = 
The Family 


Make saving 
fun with this coin operated 
Jack Pot Bank. It works just like a one armed 
bandit in Las Vegas. Deposit the coin, pull the 
handle, and watch the reels spin like the real 
thing. Fun for all and you can’t lose because 
the coins are returnable. Not to be used for 
gambling purposes. Just enclose $1.69 plus 
26c for postage and handling. If not thoroughly 
satisfied, return in ten days for refund of full 
purchase 
MONOR HOUSE PROD. CORP. 
LYNBROOK, NEW YORK 11563 


SKIN HEAD Le 
ee 


Most people try to grow hair. This is just the 
opposite. Made of flesh toned latex to fit all 
heads, really changes your appearance. Just 
send $1.00 plus 15¢ for postage and handling. 
LYNBROOK, N.Y, 11563 


Dept. 4720823, 


HONOR HOUSE DEPT. C 


8 MM MOTION PICTURE 
Color or Black & White PROJECTOR 


ONLY 
5698 


‘Complete 


FREE: NEW THRILLING SENSATION 


Add 3-D Stereo effect with “Miracle Specs”” 
which makes people look so full and real you 
can reach out and touch them. One pair 
comes with each projector. Additional pairs 
are $2.98 each. 


FEATURES: 


+ Sturdy Construction + Speed Control for fast, 
+ Complete with Screen or slow motion 
+ Projects color or + Guaranteed 
black and white 
_—e— ee 
WAVE ALL THE FUN OF PRIVATE MOVIES 
NOW AT THIS LOW PRICE 

Precision engineered and compact. Completely 
porfable in its own case. Needs no electric outlet 
since it is battery operated. So simple and safe 
to use even a child can operate it, Its double lens 
focusing is sure and easy for bright, clear pictures 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL—Money back guarantee on 
10 day free trial. Don’t delay—send $6.98 plus 
75c for postage and handling or send $1.00 good 
will deposit and pay postman balance on delivery 
plus C.0.D. and postage charges. Add $2.98 for 
each pair of additional “Miracle Specs.” 


HONOR HOUSE PROD. CORP., DEPT. 472NPE3 


Lynbrook, New York 11563 
N.Y, State Residents add applicable Sales Tax. 


SECRET BOOK SAFE 
With Combination Lock 
Only You Can Open 


The Secret Book Safe looks just like any book so no one 
would think to look for valuables in it. But even chance 
discovery leaves your possessions safe — securely 
locked by a combination only YOU know — because YOU 
yourself have set it. Simple instructions show you 
how. Tough under structure is covered with simulated 
leather binding to look just like a real book. Just send 
$1.00 plus 35¢ postage and handling for each book 
Safe you want. Money back if you are not satisfied. 
HONOR HOUSE DEPT.472BS83_LYNBROOK, N.Y. 11563. 


PELLET 
FIRING = 


“STINGER AUTOMATIC" 


50 22 CAL, PELLETS FREE 
Looks and Feeis Like Real Pocket 
‘Automatic — Loads 15 Shots 
Fires 22 cal. pellets just as fast as 
you can pull the trigger. Great for 
fast action combat-type target prac. 

tice. §0 re-usable 22 cal. pellets 

free, Free supply of targets. Money 

back if not satisfied. Just send 

$1.00 plus 25 for postaxe and 

handling to: Honer House Dept. 472R4 83 - 
Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 Not Sold in NY City. 
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Blood-curdling horror explodes when two vampires 
lock in a screaming savage death struggle. Hey bar- 
keep, another bloody Mary please. 
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A hair raising account about a murdered woman who 
couldn’t be destroyed. A shocker! 
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A fiendish bloody nightmare swallows Phil Hart when 
he meets a cat that turns into a woman. Keep that 
fanged feline menace away from me. 
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The eerie hour of midnight hangs heavy as a man 
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A terror filled fairy tale that will chill the marrow in 
your spine. Ye-ech! 


MONSTERS teh ae teree teen olecdbelel ober dien eel? 39 


The bone-crushing fear of the monster that came claw- 
ing, snarling and digging chunks of flesh from its victim. 
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An old man studies the secret of death and then builds 
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TYAMITAE 


(LITTLE DID AL DESMOND KNOW HE WOULD BE INA TERRIFYING WEB OF MYSTERY WHEN HE TOOK HIS 
FIANCEE ON AN OUTING TO A TRAVELING CIRCUS THAT HAD COME TO TOWN! BUT THE HORRIBLE FATE THAT 
OVERTOOK HIM MIGHT OVERTAKE ANYONE ---UNLESS AL DESMOND'S STRANGE STORY IS HEEDED/ 


THE VAMPIRE LOCKED 
HIMELF IN THE MANAGER'S 
HUT! GO ON, BREAK 

TT DOWN! 


To the editor, : 
This letter is being writen 


human : 
and I'm addressing it to you 

yecause only atrue believer 
would print my story as a 


‘ nee 
~| 74 SIDESHOW TENT ATTRACTED MY ATTENTION ween aren E IN STRUT: les 
AieatBa ME: FASC 


Ze z GIRL! 


Sia seee, NO, LET'S Go IN, Louse! 
(OH, DARLING ---SHE's \ Sie eee es 


NOTHING BUT A FRAUD! Lz SOMETHING INTERESTING! 


PALMISTRY IS NONSENSE ONLY 


V HEY, WHAT'S 


TELL ME... Y WHY, yes--\| [you WiLL L INTEND TO FIND. 
Is YouR < BUT HOW LEARN THE OUT WHAT ELSE SHE 
E, 


THAT...THAT / HAS TO TELL ME -- 
AND NOTHING YOU CAN 


SAY WILL CHANGE MY 
MIND, LOUISE! 


[AAS MIDNIGHT STRUCK, L MADE MY WAY TO 
DESMODA'S TENT... 


I HAVE BEEN LOOKING FOR 

SOMEONE LIKE YOU FOR A 
LONG TIME ---AND AT LAST 
I HAVE FOUND SOMEONE 
OF MY OWN KIND/ 


YOUR OWN 
KIND ? WHAT 
DO You 


I AM A VAMPIRE: -- OF THE SPECIES 


DESMODA/! MOST PEOPLE WHOSE NAMES 
ARE SIMILAR TO DESMODA HAVE A 


HISTORY OF VAMIPIRISM IN THEIR 


ou waNT--!LL PROVE Im \ | sHe's SAL RieHT iF N 
YOURE | A VAMPIRE! ILL PRO- \|REALLY <> YOU CHANGE | 
MAD! / NOUNCE THE MAGICAL | |OFF HER INTO A VAMPIRE, 
WORD "DESMODA® BACK- \ ROCKER! 
WARDS---AND INSTANTLY 
CHANGE INTO MY VAMPIRE 
STATE! BUT YOU MUST 


| GREAT SCOTT! SHE..SHE DID 
CHANGE INTO A VAMPIRE! 


IT....IT'S CORNERED ME! I'D BETTER. 
~ CHANGE HER BACK INTO HER HUMAN 
FORM... DESMODA! 


BELIEVE. \/ Y-YES, DO! BUT HOW DID THE SECRET WAS PASSED DOWN FROM 
ME WOW 2 )\ YOU FIND THE SECRET OF GENERATION TO GENERATION! BUT WHEN MY 
TRANSFORMING YOURSELF LAST LIVING RELATIVE ---DIED RECENTLY, T 
STARTED LOOKING FOR ANOTHER VAMPIRE! 
T HAD TO FIND ONE, BECAUSE WHEN 
CHANGE INTO A VAMPIRE, L LOSE THE 
POWER OF HUMAN SPEECH... 


INTO A VAMPIRE ? 


ME ? 
| THAT WAS WHY L HAD TO FIND SOMEONE SURELY THE | FOUR FINGERS OF YOUR HAND 
WHO WOULD CHANGE ME BACK INTO MY NAME OF HAVE ELONGATED BONES--- 
| HUMAN FORM AFTER MY VAMPIRISH DESMOND ISN'T | WHILE YOUR THUMB IS SMALL 


| ORGIES! AND I FOUND You! me AND FREE! IT'S SIMILAR. 
TO A BAT'S HAND! 


[wy HANDS — Y Yes, THOSE ARE THE HANDS 


y VAMPIRE FORM, YOU WILL REMAIN IN YOUR. 
ARE UNUSUAL../ I'VE BEEN HOPING TO SEE 


HUMAN FORM SO THAT YOU CAN CHANGE 


... BUT I EVER SINCE I BECAME A ME BACK TO A HUMANI.... AND THEN I WILL 
NEVER PALMIST ! DO THE SAME FOR YOu! ma 
THOUGHT THEY =e 
WERE THE 


HANDS OF A 
VAM 


VLL NEVER JON Y FOOL! I CAN CHANGE 
YOU IN SUCH A \ Yor) INTO ONE INSTANT- 
FIENDISH PARTNER-) LY BY PRONOUNCING 
SHIP--I'LL NEVER ) THE WORD BACK— 


CHANGE INTO WARDS!...SUDOMSED/ 
A VAMPIRE! 


\"QAND THE NEXT INSTANT I WAS A VAMPIRE, 
WITH A HORRIBLE THIRST FOR BLOOD!* 


NOW ‘YOU'RE IN MY 
POWER BECAUSE I/M THE 
ONLY ONE WHO CAN MAKE 

YOU HUMAN AGAIN! 


ut il 


ae | 


I KNOW. YOU'VE STILL GOT HUMAN INSTINCTS 
IN YOU, BUT YOU'LL LOSE THEM AS SOON AS 
YOU TASTE THE BLOOD OF YOUR FIRST 
VICTIM! THEN YOU'LL BE A FULLFLEOGED 
VAMPIRE LIKE ME ! 


“GHE THOUGHT OF BEING A LIFELONG SLAVE TO 


THAT FEMALE FIEND FILLED ME WITH HORROR! 
ENRAGED, I ADVANCED ON HER/* 


BACK, YOU FOOL! IF ANYTHING HAPPENS 
TO ME, YOU'LL WEVER BE RESTORED 
TO HUMAN FORM! 


SNR 


“OT DIONT MATTER, WHETHER OR NOT I EVER. 
ASSUMED HUMAN FORM AGAIN! ALL THAT 
MATTERED WAS THAT I HAD TO KILL..K/LL... 


IW DEFENSELESS 

AGAINST YOU IN MY 
HUMAN FORM....BUT 
NOT IN MY VAMPIRE 
FORM!.,. ADOMSED/ 


"TL LEAPED ON HER, BUT IT WAS TOO LATE --FOR, 
SHE HAD ALREADY CHANGED INTO A VAMPIRE | 
THEN BEGAN A BATTLE TO THE DEATH! 


4... BATTLE WHICH Z WON, THANKS TO MY 
GREATER WEIGHT AND STRENGTH 


1s 


“(BUT NOW THAT L HAD SLAIN My FIRST VICTIM, | 
MY APPETITE FOR BLOOD WAS WHETTED--AND 


UNABLE TO CONTROL MYSELF, I FLEW OFF IN 
SEARCH OF OTHER VICTIMS! 
eZ EE . 


“TL WENT ON A RAMPAGE THROUGH THE CIRCUS GROUNDS...” 


Ww 


“THE SHRIEKS OF MY DYING VIC— ‘IL BARRED THE DOOR, KNOWING I 
TIMS AROUSED THE ENTIRE CIRCUS..| | COULD ONLY POSTPONE MY 
..-DESPERATELY I SOUGHT DOOM---AND MY ONLY CHANCE 
SANCTUARY...» FOR ATONEMENT WAS 0 WRITE 
A LETTER OF WARNING TO THE 
THERE HE 
GOES ---INTO THE 
MANAGER'S 
HUT! 


THOSE BULLETS | THERE'S ONLY ONE WAY TO AND THIS POINTED 
WENT RIGHT DEAL WITH A VAMPIRE--- TENT POLE MAKES 
THROUGH THE AND THAT'S TO PIERCE AN EXCELLENT 
VAMPIRE, AND HIS HEART WITH A 


IT'S STILL WOODEN STAKE ! en 


HMMM) STRANGEST STORY I. EVER READ! 
THERE'S NO TELLING WHETHER IT'S TRUE OR 
THAT VAMPIRE! I NOT, BUT THE LEAST I CAN DO IS SEND ITON 
GUESS WE'LL NEVER | HAVE LEFTALETTER |\ To THE MAGAZINE IT WAS ADDRESSED 70... 
KNOW \ WHAT pee IN MY TYPEWRITER! JUST IN CASE THE STORY /5 TRUE! 

INA WAY HE 


“I'LL NEVER LET YOU LEAVE ME," ANNE 
MAINS TOLD THE HUSBAND WHO HATED 
HER / BUT WALTER MAINS HAD NO IDEA 
HOW DESPERATELY SHE MEANT THOSE 
WORDS...UNTIL SHE LAY DEAD AT HIS FEET! 


TIME I MIGHT BI THIS IS NO 


TWICE BEFORE, WALTER MAINS RETURNED Ge 
HOME LATE TO A SCENE LIKE THIS... = DONTT WORRY, DEAR Was DONT, ANNE, 
; MYSELF JUST PORN 


‘MAINS, YOUR WIFE 


GOT TO STOP 
SMOKING IN BED/ 
THIS (S THREE 
FIRES SHE'S SET / 
THIS WAY / 


FORGETS 
HERSELF! 


POOR WALTER! 

YOU KEEP ‘| OH, SHUT UP! 

HOPING YOU'LL | IF YOU HATE 
ME SO 


START SPEND- 
ING ALL My 
MONEY ON YOUR 
TRAMP FRIENDS, 


AND I HATE YOU TOO: 
DEAREST / NOW RUN ALONG! 
I'VE GOT AN IDEA FOR 
A NEW CHEMICAL 
PRODUCT ! 


BLAST HER! IT WISH SHE 
WERE DEAD! I'D BE 
RICH AND FREE! 
SHE ENJOYS 
TORTURING ME! 


WHY NOT 
INVENT A 
POISON FOR WivES 
WHO HAVE LIVED 
TOO LONG? TLL 
BUY THE FIRST 
GALLON MYSELF. 


SHE KNOWS TI'O KILL 
HER IF I WAIT! 
THERE /S A WAY! 
I've BEEN A_ FOOL 
NOT TO SEE IT / 


NO,DARLING! YOU MARRIED 
ME FOR MY MONEY AND 
SOME DAY YOU'LL GET IT. 
BUT I'LL MAKE YOU SUFFER 
AND SWEAT FOR 


EVERY PENNY! YOU...YOU 


witcd 
HATE YOU / 


(T WITH, SWEETHEART 7 
YOU'VE SPENT YOUR 
ALLOWANCE... AND I 
WON'T GIVE You 
ANOTHER PENNY 
THIS WEEK! 


ALL IT NEEDS IS 
PLANNING AND PATIENCE! 
THEN I'LL BE FREE... 
FREE ANO RICH! 

HA- HA- HAA / 


WALTER MAINS LAID THE FOUNDATIONS 
FOR HIS MURDER SCHEME / A WEEK 
LATER... 


TCH-TCH! YOU'RE ) HAVE YOUR 
HOME EARLY, DEAR! YOu FUN, PET / BUT 
DON'T PROWL SO LATE I CAME HOME 
WHEN YOUR MONEY'S ‘i FOR A 

GONE DO You % PURPOSE... 


THE FIRE CHIEF WARNED ME 

IN BED AGAIN, DARLING! THIS MIGHT HAPPEN /HE‘LL 
EVEN BE SUSPECTED! You'LL SET THE BED TESTIFY THAT YOU KILLED 
YoU SHOWED ME HOW! ON FIRE AND BURN 


YOUR WRONG! I‘LL KILL /OU'VE BEEN SMOKING 
YOU TONIGHT AND NEVER 
YOURSELF! 
UP, WY LOVE! 


YOU SAID _You'D NEVER WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH 
LET ME LEAVE You! How THIS BEDSPREADZ Z7 
DO YOU FEEL ABOUT I(T WON'T CATCH F/RE! 
Now, MY_Love #7 You'vVE a JUST LAST WEEK (T 
LEFT ME...FOREVER eat : BLAZED UP WHEN 
I'M FREE... FREE! SHE DROPPED HER 
3 CIGARET / 


THEY WON'T BURN! NOTHING FEAAHH! THE CURTAINS 
BURNS / THE SHEETS... THE WON'T BURN, EITHER / 
BLANKETS...THE PILLOWS / BUT I'VE GOT To HAVEA 
THEY'VE GOT TO CATCH * 


FIRE! OTHERWISE THEY'LL 
FIRE! BUT THEY DON'T 
EVEN SMOULDER/ 


Z 


—_ 


YOURE DOING THIS: 
TO ME, BLAST You / 
YOU'RE DEAD BUT 
YOU WON'T LET 
ME BE FREE! 


I'LL BURY YOU 
OUT HERE AND 
SAY You JUST 
WENT AWAY! IF 

THEY FIND YOU,THEY 

CAN'T PROVE I 

KILLED You! 


SEE MY _FINGERMARKS 
ON HER THROAT! 


POLICE / WHAT 
ARE THEY 
DOING HERE! 


NOTHING BURNS/ I 
CAN'T EVEN SET 
FIRE To PAPER. 


FUNNY / I THOUGHT I 
SAW SOMETHING MOVE 
IN MAINS YARD! TURN 
AND SWING BACK 
ONCE MORE, 
SAM! 


I GOT IN BEFORE 
THEY TURNED... BUT 
THEY'RE STILL OUT 
THERE!I CAN'T. y 
RISK DIGGING A 


YOU'VE GOT TO BURN, ANNE! 
THAT'S MY ONLY CHANCE / 
YOU'LL BURN IN HERE ! THEY'LL 
THINK ONE OF YOUR EXPERI- 
MENTS EXPLODED! 


aes 
COME, MY PET! Neh 
ONTO THE FIRE i 
WITH YOU! THE 
BEAUTIFUL 
FIRE THAT \f 
WILL SET 
me FREE! ff 


a 
PLEASE... PLEASE, ANNE YOU SWORE 
YOU'D NEVER LET ME LEAVE YoU / 
TAKE (T BACK! LET ME RUN AWAY! 
LET ME LEAVE YOU SOMEWHERE 
SO THEY WON'T FIND YOU / 
ANNE... PLEASE.’ 


HA HA HAAA § YOUR POWER 
Now You'tLt BURN, 1S GONE NOW, ISN'T (T, DEAR? 
CURSE YOU ! EVERYTHING You've FINALLY GOT TOLET 
IN HERE WILL BURN... ME LEAVE you ! 


FAREWELL, DEAR ANNE! 

THIS IS WHERE I LEAVE 

EEEAAA! LET GO! 
MY COAT!... 


I'M ON FIRE! 
I'M BURNING / 


HALP! HALP! 


i; 


LET GO OF ME/ 
ANNE! FOR THE 
LOVE OF MERCY... 
LET ME GO! tj 


A wi 
ANNE! ANNE/ 
ARGHHu... 


THE FIRE DEPARTMENT GOT THERE, AND | 
THEN THE POLICE, BUT THEY WERE TOO 
LATE TO SAVE WALTER MAINS FROM HIS 
FATE! J He's LITERALLY ) HERE'S THE 
BURNED TO A CHRISP... ANSWER, DOC! \ 
BUT HER BODY SCARCELY ) AFTER THE LAST | 
SHOWS SCORCHING!/THE _/ FIRE.SHE INVENT- 
MARKS OF MURDER ED A FIREPROOF 


ARE CLEAR ENOUGH! CHEMICAL AND 
TREATED HER Wiote ) 


IABEDROOM WITH IT.!_/ 


= 


I NEVER SAW E SHE DID, D f 
EVEN HER HAIR RIGOR MORTIS ae ine a iS 


WAS SPRAYED! 7” BASET IN THAT 

HE TRIEO T IT MIGHT FAST BEFORE, eel O MLSANCE Bay 
SET A FIRE IN HAVE Doc! IT's WOMAN WHO KEPT A 
THE BEDROOM WORKED PROMISE / 


TO DESTROY OTHERWISE! 


HER BODY / TO HOLD HIM 


UNTIL HE 
BURNED / 


DREAMS OF WEALTH AND SUCCESS TURN INTO A FIENDISH 


PHIL HART WHEN HE MEETS THE 


(4 


YOU LOOK LIKE YOU'RE IN A JAM TOO, 
KITTY! I'LL TAKE YOU HOME AND 
GIVE YOU SOME MILK! 


BLOODY NIGHTMARE FOR NIGHT CLUB OWNER, 


Wf ANOTHER NIGHT. 
IN THIS DUMP! I 
DION’T MAKE ENOUGH 
FOR THE LIGHTS! 
IM LICKED! My LAST 
1) CENT WENT INTO 
THIS DEAL! 


sm 


IF I COULD HIRE A HEADLINE ACT 
LUKE THIS DANCER, GATA, THE CAT 
GIRL....BUT HER FEE! GUESS I'LL HIT 
THE HAY! 


=< I OUGHT TO HAVE MY HEAD 
fee H 4 q P EXAMINED WORRYING ABOUT A 
SOMETHING ABOUT THE . CAT! A CRAZY ANIMAL-- JUMPING 
COUNTRY THAT... MEY! S \ OUT OF THE CAR THAT WAY! HERE, 


NO USE LOOKING FORTHE CAT! 7 SAAY! YOURE GATA, 


SNe SHE'S GOOD RIDDANCE! THE DANCER! HOW IN THE 
WORLD DID YOU GET HERE? 


AH--ER--IM PHIL HART! 


I SAW YOUR 
CAT RUNNING INTO. 
THE WOODS! IW AFRAID 
SHE WON'T COME BACK! 


I Feecr ENT WAND E One ieee IF here “OF COURSE, D 
GOING BACK TOWARD THE CITY, MR. onal a 
! IL DON'T WANT YOU TO THINK WILL, MR.HART/ 
PREFER RIDING IN YOUR CAR THAN IN THE BUS! IM FORWARD, GATA....BUT, L YOU'RE DOING 
OWN A NIGHT CLUB! IT'S GOING ON ME A FAVOR! 
THE ROCKS BECAUSE I CAN'T THE PERCENTAGE 
AFFORD GOOD TALENT! WOULD You WON'T BE 
CONSENT TO DANCE THERE FOR A NECESSARY! 
WHILE FOR A PERCENTAGE OF LETIS SAY IM 
‘ HELPING A FRIEND 


WEEKS LATER, GATA'S SENSATIONAL DANCING IS ATRE- |'VE HEARD FUNNY STORIES UH... MAYBE 
MENDOUS DRAWING CARD, ABOUT HERILIKE SHEEATS =f SHE KEEPS IT FOR 
AN ALLEY CAT, 


THE CLUB IS PACKED EVERY NIGHT... 
VERY LITTLE BUTHAS A 
AL! 


SAUCER OF MILK IN HER 
DRESSING ROOM--AMD 
WO CAT! 


‘SHE'S TERRIFIC, 
BOSS! I NEVER SAW 
SUCH AUDIENCE RE- 
SPONSE TO ANY, 
ACT. 
NO 


WONDER SHE'S BEEN 


NAMED THE CAT GIRL... 
SHE'S EVEN MORE 


HOW DID YOU 


J GAT IT'S CM WMERE DD iT yy 
PHIL! MAY I S LOOKING FOR Y GETHERE? I SAW 
ME, PHIL? / YOU GO INTO YOUR 
{ DRESSING ROOM..AND 


SEE YOU? 


IT WOULD BE BETTER NOT. : L LOVE YOu! 
ss I WILL NEVER 
=S LEAVE you! 


TO ASK QUESTIONS, PHIL...FAR 
geTTeR! BUT ir aed = 
\ KNOW THIS. 
Senna el. 


REMEMBER, PHIL... GATA...YOU...YOU a) 
I LOVE You! DON'T UNOERSTAND...I 
HAVE TO TELL YOU 
SOMETHING... 


E> THERE'S NOTHING 
TO TELL, PHIL! I HAVE 
DECIDED! GooD 
! 


OH WHAT A MESS! 
HOW AM I GOING TO 
TELL HER ABOUT 
BE WENDY? 


‘ I HATE TO D0 F COURSE, IN 
ss AND THAT'S THE STORY, I. SEE, PHIL... THERE'S. IF DARLING, BUT ITLL o oe ee aes 
HONEY! BELIEVE ME... I'VE | ONLY ONE THING TODO... = NTIFI NEI \ 
GIVEN HER NO ENCOURAGE- / YOU'LL HAVE TO GET eT. ON! meet ss [BE MARRED...THEN, ) 
Do ND IT RIGHT [ 
¢ MENT! RID OF HER! ONE ENDT \ WHEN I KNOW YOU'RE 


Now! ALL MINE I WON'T 


BE JEALOUS OF 


YOU DON'T HAVE TO BE 
JEALOUS OF ANYONE! IT'S 
ALWAYS BEEN YOU, 
WENDY ! 


(THE NEXT DAY... APTER THE LAST SHOW. 
PHIL! WHAT ARE YOU DOING IN MY 
DRESSING ROOM? EVERYONE ELSE 

HAS GONE HOME/ YOU SHOULD 

BE WITH WENDY! 


MOUTHING A SAVAGE GROWL, GATA SPRINGS AT PHIL, WHO 


LASHES OUT TO PROTECT HIMSELF! mi 


(2 KNOW MANY THINGS! 
SHE'LL NEVER HAVE YOU, | I DON'T LOVE You! 1M 

PHIL, MEVER/ I TOLD MARRYING WENDY IN 
\._ YOU THAT I LOVE YOU! THREE WEEKS! 


ITHE GIRL MOANS, TWITCHES, THEN LIES STILL AS THE 
DEATH RATTLE DIES IN HER THROAT. Bit 


=a oe 
THERE'S NO HEARTBEAT...SHE'S... 
SHE'S DEAD! I MUST GET HER OUT OF 
HERE ---TELL THEM SHE LEFT...- 


A ie oe 


SO! THAT'S HOW 
YOU SHOW YOUR 
GRATITUDE AFTER L 
MADE YOU A SUCCESS! 
ILL KILL YOU BEFORE 
I GIVE You UP TO 
ANYONE ELSE! 


WITH A DULL TERRIFYING THUD, GADA'S HEAD HITS A 
CORNER OF THE ORESSER AS SHE FALLS BACKWARD... 


LATER, PHIL DISPOSES OF THE BODY... 


THE CURRENT IS 


BE CARRIED OUT TO 
SEA IN A FEW 
HouRS! 


THE NEXT DAY... 


9 WHAT A MESS...THEY'RE 
REPAIRING THE BASEMENT 
STAIRS! YOU'VE NEVER HEARD 
‘SUCH A RACKET ALL DAY! 

PHIL, DID YOU TALK T0 GATA! 


TAKE HER2 AWAY 
sROM ME! 


MEEOW, ie IT'S THE SAME CAT! 
EOWWRRR.. ONLY A CAT-/ IM GETTING OUT 
SHE STRAYED 
ee Galen 


MUST GET AWAY! GATA,! STOP 
TORTURING ME! LET ME ALONE! 
I DIDN'T MEAN TO 
KILL YOU! NO, PHIL! NOT 
THE BASEMENT! 
THE STAIRS ARE 
our! 


THE SHARP DROP BREAKS PHILIS NECK... 
AND AS HE LIES SPRAWLED IN DEATH, TH ONLY WENDY'S HORRIFIED SCREAM 
SPECTRAL FIGURE OF GATA APPEARS... BREAKS THE PALL OF SILENCE AND 


ONE BUTE WOULD HAVE YOU! 

NOW WE ARE 

TOGETHER --- sae 
IN DEATH! =, 


sod 


THE WILD SHRIEK OOES NOT RUFFLE 
I WARNED YOU, PHIL! TTOLD YOU NO THE CAT CALMLY LICKING ITS FUR.... 


WEIRD REVENGE 


NE FIGURE CRI URTIVELY DOWN THE NARROW ALLE ¥ y, PEERING CAREFULLY. AT 
Cae: NU oe N, ASA DISTANT BELL TOLLED MIDNIGHT, THE MAN STARED AT _ THE 


‘S,.. THEY TOLD ME IN 


YES... YE! 
T SELL HERE, THE PRISON! FOR TEN YEARS 
YOUNG MAN 7 I'VE BEEN WAITING / I CAN 
et Y.-, LOOK, HERE'S THE 


et i = io 


pi YOU. KNOW WHAT 


‘A 


SEE,, HERE ITIS! WAN INTERESTING OROER.., FRANCOIS FIRST, HE. WAS 
IWANT REVENGE... § THE KINO OF PRESCRIPTION I THE RINGLEADER | HE SAW 


REVENGE ON LIKE TO FILL,.,SIT DOWN / THE POLICE COMING AND 
THE TWO WHO PUT THE STUFE IN MY 
FRAMED ME COAT POCKET! 


ANO_SENT ME 
TO PRISON! 


ANO SUDDENLY FRANCOIS WAS 
THERE BEFORE HIM..- 


Ould I THINK L 
HAVE FOUND THE 
RIGHT COMPANION! 


Gud NOW THOSE FORMS GREW 


LID WHIRLING IN 
THE ‘Bo CLEARER... . 


THE BOWL.,, FORMS. 
TAKING SHAPE / 


BESIDE ME 
IS EMPTY! 


I MET HER OUTSIDE JUSTA FRANCOIS IS Qui 
MINUTE AGO AND SHE SAID WITH THE KNIFI 
SHE Wo WITH 


LEAD IS WHAT YOU'LL TAKE , MY 
FRIEND/ ZZ2L KEEP THE GIRL/ 


m 


THROW HIM IN THE SEWER! 
LET THE POLICE FIND HIM 
FLOATING IN THE SEINE INTHE 


MORNING / NOW, ERE NS ee 


VS Goose... ) 
/ GOODBYE... YOu 
RAVE SERVED ME 


AMAN FORA |) JUST AS MY MASTE 
SPIRIT! BUT NO!/ KNEW YOU WOULD! 


VA 


COME HERE, YOU! NEVER BEFORE HAVE } 
I KILLED FOR A GIRL...BUT YOU ARE 

WORTH IT... BUT WHY 7 + 
WHAT'S HAPPENING 7 


IT CAN'T 
SE! 


Ja 


YES, THE SPECTRES\ - LY AND NOW IT'S THE GIRL'S 
I SEND OUT ALWAYS “4 Wy] TURN!.IT GROWS CATs AND 


| HE'S DEAD! I'VE HAD 
| FARNeolS Is BEAD ‘ DO THEIR JOBS/ THERE WILL BE OTHER 
= ‘ ai ib ye z y CUSTOMERS / 


\ AND SECONDS LATER... 


TI HAVE FOUND HER IN 
MONTE CARLO! SHE 

HAS BEEN VERY, VERY / , 
LUCKY.,,S 


O FAR... 
Now Look! (} 
= — 


HER NAME |S MARIA... SHE PRETENDED = ! ( ( k 


TO BE IN LOVE WITH ME.., BUT SHE LET S te 
FRANCOIS FRAME ME! FIND HER.., Gy 
KILL HER! ye 


SS 


YOU_WIN AGAIN/MADAMOISELLE | | I'VE BEEN LUCKY ALL\“ FOR YOU 
sy (MARIA! TONIGHT YOU ARE MY LIFE WITH MEN | MADAMOISELLE!| 
? VERY LUCKY! ANO WITH MONEY... | [TWAS LEFT } 
ANO THAT'S THE 4 AT THE 
WAY I ALWAYS C poor ! 
WANT IT TO a 
BEL SS : 


] NOT NO, GEORGE... YOULL TEAR 
IT! PLEASE LET GO! ITIS SO 
LOVELY,, YOU MUSTM’T 
HURT IT! 


ral TEAR 
epee 


GLUTCHING HER PRIZE, SHE 
RUSHED INTO A NEARBY ROOM,,, 
AND SECONDS LATER... 


YOU SENT IT TO SURPRISE ME, 
GEORGE / OH, YOU ARE SWEET... 
SO VERY GOOD TO ME! 


THREADS OF GOLD/ NEVER HAVE I 
SEEN SUCH A BEAUTIFUL THING ! 


AMILLION FRANCS COULD NOT 
BUY IT! COME, MARIA... TELL 
US WHO YOUR ADMIRER |S ! 


q IT TO. 
/ SHREDS, 'LL NEVER 
WEAR IT..,AND IF L 
FIND THE ONE WHO 


“8 


L 00 NOT KNOW,.BUT GAVE IT TO YOU, T 
I SHALL PUT THIS ! NO MARIA! E DID NOT WILL KILL HIM £ 
ORESS ON AT SEND IT, AND YOU'RE 3 


ONCE ! y NOT. GOING TOWEAR ) S 
IT, EITHER! 


we WN 


ros 7 OE Sa HERP AP ATE 
PERMIT MELTAM THE \\ ( YOU LIED, MARIA! HE : STOP, GEORGE! INEVER SAW 
DONER OF THE DRESS! \ > WAS HIDDEN IN THAT. I ( ‘THIS MAN BEFORE... 


IT WAS MEANT TOBE /_ CLOSET ALLTHE TIME! L SWEAR \T/ 
WORN BY THE MOST _/ I TOLD YOU T'D KILL ANV- y 

BEAUTIELL WOMAN < \_ ONE WHO PAID, 

LHAVE EVER SEEN... ATTENTION TO 

AND YOLI DESERVE Tz You! 
THAT HONOR! 
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@ It was bitterly cold. Kito, in 
his light garment of red Lhassa 
cloth, was shivering. His fingers, 
which he kept dipping in cold 
water lest the slightest warmth 
from them dissolve the half- 
frozen butter he was molding, 
were stiff and numb. He was 
tired, too. Since daybreak he had 
been working, without stopping 
even to eat, on the butter likeness 
of the Jewel of the Lotus, the 
patron goddess of the lamasery, 


AG 


that was to be used in tonight’s 
ceremonial feast in her honor. 

The chanting-hall where he 
worked was almost in darkness. 
Through the numerous red-lac- 
quered pillars the gilded image of 
the God of Learning glowed dully. 
The high ceiling, covered with 
ceremonial umbrellas that sway- 
ed with ghostly quietness in the 
cold draft, oppressed him with its 
mysterious imminence. A sudden 
flash of the sun, that died away 
slowly like the last spurt of flame 
from a burnt-out log, reminded 
the young artist that the light of 
day was almost spent. 

He sighed and reluctantly dried 
his frozen fingers on his red gown. 
It would be better not to work any 


longer; in the obscurity he might 
destroy the delicate likeness. The 
panel, though, had been actually 
finished for some time, Kito had 
continued working on it because 
he was loath to surrender the 
image until the last minute, add- 
ing a bit of color here and there, 
breathing the likeness into life. 
The young lama smiled to himself 
in the semi-darkness. All would 
exclaim when they gazed at the 
panel how beautiful was the Jewel 
of the Lotus; but Kito alone would 
know that it was not at the god- 
dess’s likeness they were gazing 
with so great admiration and awe, 
but at the image of the young 
forest girl he had seen down by 
the river... . 

He rose from his bench and 
went to the tall window where 
he stood, slender and still, gazing 
down from the ridgy eminence of 
the lamasery terrace with dark, 
brooding eyes. The valley, shim- 
mering with golden lights against 
a black sunset, stretched before 
him. Kito loved the wild forest 
with its precious woods and fero- 
cious animals and profound es- 
sence. Even now, when winter had 
bared its gnarled poplars, and 
stripped the thinly laid bark from 
its birches, and driven its animals 
mad with hunger, Kito knew the 
fragrance and melodiusness and 
wild beauty of the forest. . . . 
There, beyond the trees, lay the 
river like a yellow snake asleep, 
its cascades in the distance like 
gleaming scales. 

At this crepuscular hoyr the 
women would be carrying water 
in their buckets up to the village 
of Tao, between the river and the 
lamasery. Perhaps she would be 
there, his slim-limbed forest girl 
of the translucent skin. He could 
still see her as he had seen her 
down there by the river, in her 
peasant garment of a single 


sheep-skin. She was not more than 
sixteen, but strong and sturdy, a 
beautiful bud that would open 
with the warm breath of desire. 
She had smiled at him, her white 
teeth flashing, her dark skin show- 
ing the rose of health beneath, 
her eyes, under their black lashes, 
like purple wine. 

He had smiled back then, too 
timid to speak to her. Then she 
had sped away like a mountain 
goat, her dark hair flying in the 
wind, leaving behind her a vivid- 
ness like that of the sun on the 
burnished neck and_ brilliant 
plumes of a gorgeous bird, or of 
the changing colors of a living 
prismatic gem. 

He had not seen her again. The 
next day Wung-Ko, the Grand 
Lama, had ordered him to begin 
work on the panel of the Jewel 
of the Lotus, the largest and most 
important of all the butter panels 
for the feast: work that had kept 
Kito all day for a month in the 
cold, dark chanting-hall. But he 
had kept the forest girl’s memory 
by molding her likeness instead of 
the goddess’s in the butter panel. 
And yet, the apostasy had not 
been altogether intentional, for 
his eyes, having rested with desire 
on the forest girl, henceforth saw 
only her face in the mass of stiff 
butter where even the jealous 
Jewel’s likeness was obliterated. 

There was a sudden rustling at 
the door and a flash of bright light 
as someone pushed through the 
heavy silk curtain. “What, Kito, 
dallying? Do you know that the 
hour of the feast draws near?” 
It was Wung-Ko, the Grand Lama, 
speaking in his deep, bass voice. 

“The panel is finished, my 
father,” said Kito. He came from 
the window back to his butter 
panel. 

Wung-Ko raised the lamp he 
was carrying and gazed intently 


at the image. The four delicate 
hands, the small feet, set like the 
petals of a clover leaf, the large, 
pointed ears, were surely those of 
the Jewel of the Lotus. But that 
thin, oval face, with its peach- 
bloom, its upturned, mocking 
mouth, and great, lustrous eyes, 
could only be that of a beautiful, 
sensual creature. 

“It is very beautiful,” said 
Wung-Ko finally, lowering the 
butter lamp, “but were it a like- 
ness of the goddess it would ‘be 
more useful.” His voice was 
smooth and silky, but there was 
in it a profound knowledge of the 
ways of men. 

“Must art then be «useful, my 
father?” asked Kito eagerly. 

“That,” said the Grand Lama, 
“is its function. There are those 
of the faithful who would believe 
that this image is the Jewel her- 
self.” 

Kito made a gesture of anger. 
“But it is merely the work of my 
hands! There is no breath in it!” 

- “You weary yourself with the 
vanity of words,” said Wung-Ko 
loftily. “Does your limited intel- 
ligence rise above the phenomenon 
of the God of Learning?” He mo- 
tioned towards the gilded idol that 
shone malignantly in the far end 
of the hall. 

“What profits the graven image 
that the maker hath graven it?” 
muttered the young artist. Yet, 
despie his stubbornness he was 
puzzled and frightenéd. 

“There is much in what you 
say,” said Wung-Ko softly, 
“much heresy.” He was gazing 
intently at Kito. There was some- 
thing in the boy’s wide-set, brood- 
ing eyes—a sad yearning to clothe 
all nature with the attributes of 
an artistic soul, that would allure 
many women—women puzzled to 
know whether it was the soul or 
the body they were seeking. Ah, 
such a fascination was not for a 
lama, a celibate destined to serve 
spiritually, one woman, the Jewel 
of the Lotus. . . . Wung-Ko sud- 
denly moved towards the door. 
“I shall send those who will re- 
move this likeness not of the 
Jewel,” he said. 

Kito stood quite still staring at 
the swaying curtains that had 
fallen, behind the Grand* Lama. 
Had he offended Wung-Ko’s reli- 
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gious sensibilities? Or worse still, 
had he sinned against the gods 
themselves? The punishment for 
heresy was so cruel and severe 
that the lamas discussed it in 
whispers: not only was it the 
penalties of men, but the more 
subtle and pitiless vengeance of 
the gods. Poor Kito, who had 
merely glimpsed ' intellectual 
emancipation, could only shudder. 
He almost ran after Wung-Ko 
from the dark chanting-hall. 

On the terrace all was con- 
fusion. Lights were flashing ev- 
serywhere. Some of the lamas were 
running about talking excitedly, 
while others were raising color- 
ful banners, or fastening butter 
panels to wooden frames so they 
could be hoisted on high spots. 
The young man’s heart gave a 
quick beat. Perhaps the forest girl 
would be here! If she came he 
would speak to her; would tell her 
that at last he was free to meet 
her on the morrow by the river! 

Hurrying by the yamen, the 
Grand Lama’s residence, and the 
House of Recompense of Kind- 
ness, Kito entered the Temple. It 
was his task to fill every evening 
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the butter lamps and water bowls 
before the great gilded clay Bud- 
dha and the numerous brass 
images. 

As he worked he thought of 


-her, the forest girl-Soon it would 


be Spring, when, on account of 
the heat, it would not be possible 
to make butter images. The court- 
yard would be gay with peonies 
and lilacs; the forest he loved 
would be green and glad, and the 
mountains soft and blue and 
friendly. Together, he and the 
forest girl would walk beside the 
yellow river. He would tell her 
that he only wore the red dress; 
that in his heart he was not a 
lama but a man, though little 
older than herself, to whom life 
meant love. He would tell her how 
he had never wanted to be a lama: 
his parents having brought him to 
lamasery when he was a child. 
Growing up without the strong 
physique needed for more arduous 
work, or without a heavy, virile 
voice for the chanting, he had 
been given the most obscure of 
occupations in the lamasery — 
molding butter panels for the 
feasts. Yet, he had been content 


withal until he had seen the for- 
est girl; then everything was 
changed. Now that his eyes were 
only for her, it seemed that 
through them all else was dif- 
ferent: the lamasery drab and 
monotonous, the lamas dull and 
ignorant, and the gods themselves 
petty and exacting. 

What if he did adjure his vows? 
He would only follow the example 
of other lamas—some said, of 
Wung-Ko himself—who, if they 
were celibates, were also men, 
men of the soil, very human; al- 
though they were careful to teach 
the people that their pristly com- 
mission was inherent and not de- 
pendent on their private virtues. 
The forest girl, too, was of the 
soil, the rich earth whence spring 
the rarest flowers which even in 
their full beauty are dependent 
on the soil for life: so that she 
would understand when he clasp- 
ed her in his arms to mingle her 
flowery breath with his... . 

“Is, then, your breath so sweet 
that the gods welcome it?” 

Kito started violently and drop- 
ped the water bowl he was clean- 
ing, the clash reverberating 
through the stillness of the temple 
with terrifying distinctness. The 
voice was hardly more than a 
whisper, yet sweet and clear. He 
had been so engrossed with his 
thoughts that he had not heard 
anyone enter the Temple. He peer- 
ed about the great room whose 
walls and ceilings were almost 
hidden with multi-colored flags 
and gorgeously colored strips of 
silk. “Who is it?” he called shrilly. 

There was no answer. 

The young artist’s hands began 
to tremble violently. Even though 
the images could not speak, still 
there were the spirits of the 
righteous which must come to the 
Temple to worship the gods. The 
old lamas sometimes related awe- 
somely how as neophytes they had 
heard Voices in the Temple when 
they had thoughtlessly offended 
the gods. Kito passed a shaking 
hand over his damp brow. What 
had he done? Ah!—his breath! 

A terrible chill of fear began to 
steal slowly up his spine. He had 
forgotten the ritual of putting a 
cloth over his mouth to keep from 
defiling the images! He wiped his 
damp forehead with the sleeve of 
his gown and glanced about fear- 


fully. In the darkness of the 
Temple the flickering of the butter 
lamp was like the darting anger 
from a god’s eye. Surely, though, 
formalities were nothing to the 
gods—they to whom all earthly 
acts were mere accidents, and to 
whom love was a Person! 

Kito staggered to his feet. He 
had worked enough for tonight. 
On his way out, he stopped be- 
fore the great brazier that glowed 
in the center of the Temple to 
drop some lumps of perfumed 
charcoal on the fire as a votive 
offering. Was it imagination, or 
did he hear—seemingly coming 
from the left of the golden altar 
dossalled with heavy yellow silk, 
where was the shrine of the Jewel 


of the Lotus—a soft, laughing’ 


sound, such as the north wind 
makes in the Fall when it comes 
to begin its cruel work of destruc- 
tion? 

In the refectory an elderly lama 
remarked to the young artist that 
he seemed pale and tired. Kito 
did not reply. He scarcely] touched 
his supper of butter, tea, and 

. barley-flour, and, rising, made his 
way to the courtyard. The huge 
butter panels were now in place, 
set in wooden frames hung on 
their strong, lofty posts. Butter 
lamps, ranged on shelves before 
the images, illumined them with 
a brilliant, white light. The bright 
colors ofthe panels made a glow- 
ing splash against the night sky. 
. The lamas guarding the crowds 
were having difficulty in keeping 
the undisciplined people of that 
part of the courtyard reserved for 
the panels, the lamas, the notables, 
and the ceremonies. Armed with 
heavy sticks, they were beating 
the trespassers unmercifully. 

Kito ran over to the edge of the 
enclosure. “Why beat them for 
their zeal?” he cried indignantly 
to one of the guards. 

The big lama rested his arm. 
“Discipline must be maintained, 
oh artist.” . 

“They know no discipline,” said 
Kito warmly; “they who are 
simple children of the grass- 
lands.” 

“Like the goats,” said the guard 
laughingly. Nevertheless, he good- 
naturedly desisted in the punish- 
ment. fi 

It was then that Kito caught a 
glimpse of the forest girl near the 


edge of the surging, giggling, 
shrieking crowd. Her starry eyes 
were fixed upon the young artist 
with a look half sensual, half 
adoring. The blood rushed 
through Kito’s body in quick 
surges. For an instant his timidity 
was gone, consumed in the ele- 
mental exaltation that gripped 
him. “Tomorrow at sunrise?” he 
murmured. The girl nodded, her 
eyes very bright. No one else had 
understood. 

In a daze, Kito made his way 
back to join the red-robed lamas 
who sat in long rows before the 
butter panels. The singers were 
beginning to chant in deep voices 
to. the accompaniment of drums. 
The great feast had commenced! 
Sitting quietly in his place, Kito 
raised his eyes, so full of the 
forest girl’s sensual loveliness, to 
the brightly illumined butter 
panel in which her image had 
supplanted that of the Jewel. 

“Ah!” He clutched at his red 
gown, and his eyes dilated with 
horror. Something: frightful had 
happened! That frowning brow, 
that small pinched mouth—they 
were not the features of the forest 
girl but of the Jewel herself! Was 
it the weird effect of the butter 
lamps or of his fervered imagina- 
tion? A sharp cry of fear escaped 
from his wide-open mouth. 

There was a terrific blast from 
the numerous trumpets on the 
roof of the Temple. The notables 
were arriving: first the Prince, 
gorgeous in his heavy silks, and 
then the Living Buddha, swaddled 
in stiffly embroidered vestments. 
Both in turn kotowed low to the 
butter panels, and took their 
places on a dais in a reserved 
place. The lamas rose and ko- 
towed, and sitting down again, 
resumed their chant which grad- 
ually became louder and more 
sonorous. 

Kito, his thin face with terror, 
sat huddled over, staring at the 
ground, not daring to lift his eyes 
to the transformed face on his 
panel. There were renewed blasts 
from the trumpets, and the 
dancers, hideous in their colored 
masks, entered the courtyard and 
began to gyrate with uncouth 
abandon. Something in their ugly 
masks stirred a faint hope in the 
young artist’s breast: perhaps the 
lamas, angry because the Jewel’s 


likeness was not in the panel, had 
themselves changed the face! 

Kito raised his eyes eagerly, 
and slowly they distended with 
horror as .he gazed at the image. 
The face was no longer that of 
the goddess, but that of the forest 
girl as he had carved it! He sank 
forward with a moan. Now he 
was certain that the Jewel was 
angry. Oh, what would she do now 
to punish the profane eyes which 
he had let wander from her sacred 
beauty to sensual worship? 

He was aroused by a strong 
grip on his shoulder. “Arise, little 
artist,” said Wung-Ko’s deep 
voice. “A great honor has befallen 
you. As a reward for beautifying 
her on the panel, the Jewel of the 
Lotus has been pleased to elect 
you as presiding lama of the great 
feast.” 

Kito’s body grew suddenly rigid. 
“But I cannot!” he cried. pas- 
sionately. Surely the Jewel had 
some ulterior design: she could 
not mean to honor him thus, in 
view of his apostasy! “I—I am 
not worthy,” he stammered. 

“Who are you to contest the 
will of the Jewel?” demanded 
Wung-Ko sternly. “Lots were 
cast, and she had elected you. Add 
not to your heresy, and follow 
me.” 

The authority of the lots—the 
oracle through which the gods - 
voiced their desires—was infal- 
lible and final. The shivering 
young artist had no recourse but 
to obey. He rose to his feet, his 
legs trembling so that he could 
scarcely stand, and followed 
Wung-Ko across the courtyard. 
He strained his eyes to get a 
glimpse of the forest girl, as if 
desperately seeking something 
real—an image of her, truer than 
the delusion he had created in but- 
ter—to take with him he knew 
not where. ... 

At the far end of the courtyard 
Wung-Ko stopped and briefly ex- 
plained to the half-dazed hoy the 
duties of the presiding lama. They 
were simply to build a fire and, at 
the proper time, to produce an ex- 
plosion wherein the evil spirits 
should be exorcised. There was 
no danger if the presiding Jama 
was nimble—and, of course, if the ° 
gods were favorable to him and 
protected him from the enraged . 
evil spirits, as they must certainly 
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be towards one whom they select- 
ed by the sacred lots. 

Under the Grand Lama’s direc- 
tions Kito built in the courtyard 
a small fireplace of stones, and lit 
a fire of dried chips. On top of the 
fire was placed a great copper 
kettle filled with vegetable oil. 

The chanting of the lamas grew 
in volume and passion as the fire 
gained in intensity. The mob 
moved and sighed in unison. 
Above the weird, strained noise 
the Grand Lama’s voice was heard 
raised in prayer, coercing evil de- 
mons into a bit of triangular 
paper he held in his hands. His 
heavy voice trembled with emo- 
tion as he pronounced the doom 
of heretics and unbelieving 
monks. Kito was numb with fright 
when an old lama brought a piece 
of yellow silk and proceeded to 
wind it on his right hand. The 
Grand Lama fixed the paper, into 
which he had coerced the demons, 
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upon a long, forked stick. All the 
lamas except Kito stepped back 
from the fire. 

The next instant the vegetable 
oil in the kettle boiled over and 
caught fire. As if greedy to lick 
the air, the bright flames leaped 
up, to be driven by the wind into 
obscurity with a shower of sparks. 
The chanting of the lamas was 
now a weird howling. The crowd 
wailed and screamed. The cere- 
monial offering at the presiding 
lama was at hand. 

Someone thrust into Kito’s 
trembling hand a bow! filled with 
sulphur, salt, and red wine. With 
a sudden shrill exclamation of 
warning, the Grand Lama thrust 
the triangular paper at the end 
of his long stick into the flames. 
At the same instant Kito ran close 
to the fire and flung the contents 
of his bow] into the roaring mass. 

There was a sharp, blinding ex- 
plosion. A high blue flame spurted 
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upward, and all the bad luck and 
demons that had been coerced into 
the paper disappeared at once in 
smoke. . .. 

The furious beating of the 
drums, the shrill blaring of the 
trumpets, the howling of the 
lamas, and the screaming of the 
people, drowned Kito’s cry of 
agony as he fell clasping his hands 
to his tortured eyes. It was both a 
cry of farewell and of greeting: 
farewell to the girl of the forest 
who would vainly await him on 
the morrow by the river bank as 
the light grew and the wind whis- 
pered in the foliage and the evap- 
orating moisture gathered like a 
bloom on the feathery fronds; 
greeting to the memory of all her 
unimaginable grace and loveliness 
and joy, that, as a newfound im- 
age, went to dwell with him on 
the vast plain of everlasting twi- 
light where even the likeness of a 
goddess was invisible. e 


YOU'VE ALL HEARD HOW AND WENT TO VISITHER AND WHEN SHE BUT BEFORE IT COULD 
LITTLE RED RIDING HOOD) }=GRANDMOTHER WAY, ARRIVED THERE, A DEVOUR HER, SOME 
TOOK HER BASKET... WAY OUT IN BIG BAD WOLF HUNTERS ARRIVED. 
THE WOODS... SPRANG FROM AND SAVED HER LIFE... 
ee 4 GRANNY'S BED... 


j >. ; ee a a 
You've all heard of that,huh? You think you know all the facts and factors 
that really were involved 2 Well, brace yourself for a shocking Surprise, while 


your old crany, THE OLD CRONE, gives you the deep,dank lowdown on the 


YES , I'M THE OLD CRONE WHO'S ALWAYS WEAVING IN AND OUT OF YOUR FAVORITE 

FAIRY TALES! AMONG OTHER THINGS -- JUST FOR THE BOOK -- I'M LITTLE RED 

RIDING HOOD'S GRANOMOTHER ! SO HERE'S WHAT HAPPENED AFTER WE CAME 
TO AMERICA Al ! 


ANO EXTRACT VENOM FROM 
HORNED TOADS AND WATER 


PROFESSION, I LiVEO 
MOCCASINS... 


IN THE SWAMP 
\\ ITSELF, WHERE I 
COULD GATHER 


BEING AN OLD HERB-WITCH BY 


AND PLAY TOOTSIE-FOOTSIE WITH 
THE HUGE 'GATORS THAT I 


IN EXCHANGE FOR SUCH 
fp DELICACIES, RED RIDING 
HOOD USED TO BRING ME 
SUPPLIES THAT I BADLY 
NEEDED! SHE CARRIED 
THEM IN HER BASKET. 


SO IT IS! THE SAME 
ONE WHO WENT BY 
HERE YESTERDAY! 4 


B/7 CONT SHOOT, TIM ! 
S\ IT_ISN'T A OEER, 


| T'S A GIRL! 


BUT ALREADY, UP BY THE BIG ROCK, 

ELMER-THE HUNTER WAS PEELING 
OFF HIS SHEEPSKIN COAT... WERE BARING FIE! 

FANGS WHILE HIS HANDS 


TOOK ON THE SHAPE 


--ANO SEE HER THEY DID-- AND HOW! 


HIM TO SHOOT HER 
BY MISTAKE ! 


1 Y i : 
"AND HIS LUPINE FEATURES }| AND ELMER DOWD, THE HUNTER, GE- 


CAME A WOLF IN WOLF'S CLOTHING 
--A WEREWOLF, THIRSTING 
FOR HUMAN BLOOD! 


FROM THE BIG ROCK, THE WF LOOK OUT, 
HUGE BEAST SPRANG.., LITTLE 
GIRL! 


Pasi See al 
ONLY TO BE WINGED 
BY ZACH PARKER, THE 

OLD SURE-SHOT fy 


Z 


ELMER, THE WEREWOLF, AND TRANSFORMED HIMSELF 
REELED PAST THE ROCK... BACK INTO A HUNTER... 


OWWO0000-- THIS WILL HURT) 
NOW THAT I'M HUMAN 


AGAIN! pres 


SNARLED MY GUN STRAP--' 
WHILE L--WAS PUTTING 
HOW DID IT 
HAPPEN, (7 
ELMER 2 


MEANWHILE, ZACH PARKER 7 HAVE DINNER WITH US! I'M ¥ 
CONVOYED RED RIDING HOOD STEWING RATTLESNAKE MEATY" 
TO MY HUMBLE HUT.. WITH ‘TOADSTOOLS IN SWAMP 
- WATER! A REALLY GHOULISH 
QOH, GRANDMOTHER YOU WON'T 8E 
THIS KINDLY HUNTER SORRY! I MUSTF 
SAVED ME FROM A 


ABLE TO GO 
MEET SOME F HUNTING FOR 
BIG BAD WOLF ! FRIENDS £ é i : A WHILE £ 


WHO? ME! HERE COMES RED 
RIDING HOOD Now, SO WATCH! 
A NES, ELMER THE WEREWOLF| IY WON'T RED I DON'T CARE A HOOT 
ny WAS AROUND ALRIGHTY! BE SURPRISED WHAT YOU THINK ! 

WITH MALICE AFORE- WHEN THE BIG : 

THOUGHT, HE PICKED BAD WOLF COMES 

HIMSELF A ROOST WHERE BOUNDING 

REO RIDING HOOD WOULD OUT OFA 

AUTOMATICALLY CROSS TREE 2 

HIS PATH! THERE, HE 

WENT INTO HIS 
CHANGE! 


BUT HARD UP THE PATH, ZACH 
PARKER, EVER ALERT, HEARD 


THE OWL'S SCRITCH ! 


WITH DEAD-EYE AIM, ZACK HI, ZACH! IT'S HEAR THAT! TRUST OLD 
FLAKKED THE WOLF ANO ELMER AGAIN!HE ) SLIPPERY ELMER TO GO 
SENT HIM KITING! YOU MUST COME INSIDE) TRIPPED OVER THE 4 FALLING OVER SOMETHING!) 
ANO WAIT BY THE FIRE / ROOT OF A SLIPPERY \ L'M SORRY I CANT 
YOU SAVED ME AGAIN, ELM TREE AND SHOT { STAY LONGER! 
KIND HUNTER! PLEASE 
SEE ME SAFELY TO My, 
GRANDMOTHER'S 
coT! 


A WEEK LATER, ELMER WAS IN CIRCU- 
LATION AGAIN... HE POLED A DUGOUT 
CANOE UP THROUGH THE OKEFENOKEE... 


AND HOBBLED HIS WAY TO 
MY HUT -- FROM WHICH I 
WAS ABSENT, AS USUAL... 


THERE HE WAS GETTING READY 
TO PULL THE OLD GAG OF "WOLF 
IN GRANNY'S BED” WHEN... 


HERE COMES RED 
RIDING HOOD Now: 
SO WHY WASTE 


— ' a 


THAT HORRID, 
HORRIO WOLF-- 


FAR ON ONE LEG! 
HE'LL GET MIRED 


4 SOMEWHERE IN 
{>THE swamp: 


LUCKY I FOLLOWED 
A. ALONG ONCE MORE! 


Ss 
ai 
oh) es. 
HIS LEFT LEG 
CRIPPLED LIKE 


AND MANAGED TO POLE 


|| HIS RIGHT, ELMER’ 
tk GOOD ARM TO 


>| HAUL HIMSELF 
TO THE CANOE.. 


THROUGH THE MUCK OF 
THE OKEFENOKEE TO 
THE HEAOWATERS OF 


ZACK PARKER 
ACCEPTED AN 
INVITATION TO. 
COME INTO My HUT... 


MY, THIS BASKET IS HEAVY! 
WHAT ARE YOU BRINGING 


WHY DON'T 
YOU OPEN 
THE BASKET. 
ANO FIND 
OUT FOR 
YOURSELF 2 


A HUMAN 
SKULL-- — 
ANO A 
SKELETON 
HAND- 


I ALWAYS BRING SUCH 

THINGS TO GRANDMOTHER! 

\\ SHE NEEDS "THEM IN HER 
INCANTATIONS ! GRANNY 
{IS A WITCH-: 


YOU-- YOU'RE HIDEOUS! 


A LITTLE WHILE LATER, I RETURNED 
TO SEE A HUGE BAT FLITTING 
FROM MY HUT--- 


HEH! I GUESS OUR LITTLE 

SCARLET JACKET FINALLY GOT 
HER MAN! HEH-HEH-- I'D BETTER 
GO FINO MYSELF ANOTHER HUT IN 
ANOTHER SWAMP ! ANYWAY, TH! 


, 


Or G. 


REPTILES HAVE BEEN GETTING 


FOUND HIM! 
TOO TAME HEREABOUT: 


I GUESS IT 


THE WAY IT 
CLAWEDO HIS 


SO ELMER WATCHED... 
ANO WATCHED... 


FIVE YEARS NOW AND 
NO SIGN OF RED RIDING 
HOOD! I_ GUESS SOME- 
THING Of0 HAPPEN 
TO HER !--THOSE BAT: 
I WISH THEY'D GO 
AWAY! THEY CHATTER 
TOO MUCH-- ESPECIALLY 
THE BIG ONE “5 


YOU'RE-- A WITCH TOO! 


‘AND A LONG WHILE AFTER THAT, 
TIM BLAKE AND OTHER HUNTERS 
CAME LOOKING FOR ZACH-- AND 


I'M MORE THAN A WITCH-- AND 
WORSE! FAR WORSE! I AMA 
VAMPIRE -- A SOULLESS, 
UNDEAD CREATURE THAT 
THIRSTS FOR HUMAN BLOOD--, 


BUT NOBODY WAS MORE 
SURPRISEO THAN ELMER 
THE WEREWOLF... 


NO ORDINARY WOLF 
COULD EAT UP TWO. 
PEOPLE! I'M GOING 
TO WATCH FOR RED 
RIDING HOOD IN CASE 
SHE'S STILL AROUND! 


HEH! IMAGINE THAT, A WEREWOLF 
WATCHING FOR A CHOICE MORTAL. 
AND NEVER SUSPECTING THAT 
SHE'S A VAMPIRE! YES, ELMER 
THE WEREWOLF WAS A .MERE 
APPRENTICE IN THE GHOULISH 
GRISLY ART OF SEEKING HUMAN 
PREY, COMPARED TO MY GRAND- 
DAUGHTER, THE VAMPIRE ' NOW 
= THAT YOU KNOW 
WHAT RED RIDING 
HOOD GREW UP 
TO BE, STOP BY 
ce — AGAIN AND LEARN 
MORE ABOUT 
NOUR FAVORITE 
FAIRY- BOOK 
FOLK! HEEEHHHH: 


Q WENT To THE PLACE WITH 
MY MIND FILLED WITH 
APPREHENSION AND AFTER 
ARRIVING, I FELT_THAT ff 
MY FEARS WERE WELL- 
FOUNDED... BUT EVEN 

THEN I HAD NOT SEEN THE. 


’ Wey 


NORTON 1S SECRETARY TO 
MR.WENDELL ACTION! SHE 
z ? 1S STAYING AT THIS PLACE | 
Za Tink A, INT TO SEE 
aN . HER! — 


at 


THE OLD MAN WENT BACK INTO THE 
GATEHOUSE AND AFTER WHAT SEEMED 
AN ETERNITY, CAME BACK SAYING... 


COME IN, MR, CHANNING, Y ABOUT TIME, | 
COME IN! HEH-HEH! |) YOU GRINNING| 


Ih EY 2 
ih My 1 ie CIS | } Bm 


NE i : 

Wit 

WA 
ZHAD NOT LIKED IT FROM THE FIRST 
BUT KATHY HAD LAUGHED AT ME... 
“DARLING, IT'S ONLY FOR THE SUMMER! 
THESE VERMONT HILLS WILL BE SO 

S 


BEAUTIFUL /*-WELL, THIS WAS MID- 


NOVEMBER! COLO. GREY MID-NOVEMGER! 


ZHAO THE FEELING THAT EYES WERE WATCHING ME 
FROM THE GAPING WINGOWS.! WHEN THE DOOR OPENED, 
A COLD, DAMP DRAFT STRUCK ME..,BUT THERE AT THE | 
DOOR WAS... 


YES, KATHY WAS SMILING, BUT IN HER EYES 
WAS TERROR ! 


I HADN'T NOTICED, ROY! \ 
LORD, IT'S COME AND MEET 
COLO IN HERE } MR. ACTION ! 


NP COME IN, DARLING! WHY. 
KATHY! : \( DID YOU WoRRY ABOUT 
3 M 


a (ee 
MR. ACTION, WELCOME, CHANNING/ DOUBTLESS TAKE OFF YOURHAT | KATHY'S LIPS STILL | 
THIS 1S ROY YOU HAVE BEEN WONDERING ABOUT AND COAT, CHANNING / | | SMILED WHEN WE WERE 
CHANNING, KATHY! WELL.,. BUSINESS, YOU You'LL GET USED TO. ALONE, BUT HER EYES 
mM Se KNOW... THE COLD! IT'S MUCH STILL CRIED TERROR... \ 


YY 
FIANCE! HEALTHIER...WE NEVER 
USE FIRES HERE...WELL..| | COME ON, OH, ROY! 
TLL LEAVE YOU WITH || KATHY, { DON'T SAY 
KATHY! YOU'LL HAVE || \ THAT! T-IM 
THINGS TO TALK — | y 


BENEATH MY COAT THAD ANAUTOMATIC IN | 
A SHOULDER HOLSTER BUT I DID NOT GO FOR, 
/T/I JUST STOOD CLENCHING MY FISTS IN 

FURY .2+ 1 


IL SAID COME ON, ’ YOU'RE NOT GOING ANYWHERE, 
KATHY! WE'RE / CHANNING/ YOU'LL NEVER GET 
GETTIN IH, OUT OF HERE ! NO ONE 

WHAT TH. EVER LEAVES 
THIS PLACE! 


YOU'LL BEVERY j 
HAPPY HERE, 
CHANNING / 
WON'T H 
KATHY? 


ACTION LEFT ME IN My Room! I 
STOOD ALONE IN A COLD FURY! THE 
WHOLE SINISTER SET-UP WAS 
PHONY! YET... WHILE KATHY WAS 
IN DANGER, L'D HAVE TO MOVE 
WITH UTMOST CAUTION... 


la 


YOU WON'T IT'S NECESSARY; CHANNING,, THIS DISCIPLINE ! YOU 

GET AWAY SEE, THERE IS A MONSTER ! SOME CALL IT 

WITH THIS... OCCULT.,, BUT IT'S-- KATHY,GO TO YOUR ROOM... 
KX I'LL SHOW MR. CHANNING HIS / 


ue N= 


PIPE,CHANNING! / THAT DEVIL! } ZIS7AYED INMY ROOM, PONDERING OVER |IT WAS KATHY! I TORE /T 
PUT AWAY THE MIRRORS ANDO \ THIS MADHOUSE! ANP ABOUT MIDNIGH OPEN ANO REAO..- 

PIPE! WE ALLOW ZA LOUDSPEAKER. 

NO FIRE HERES INSIDE THAT. AN ENVELOPE "AM DOING THIS AT A TERRIBLE 


NOT EVEN GRILLE! HE BEING SHOvED | RISK! HE'S MAD, BUT HE CAN. 
SMOKING! UNDER THE TALK WITH THE MONSTER/ 
2 HE CAN PROTECT US FROM 
/TL DON'T TRY TO OUTWIT 
HIM, DARLING... HE SEES EVERY- 
THING! JUST PRAY... PRAY... 
PRAY L., % 


ZHAO SCARCELY FINISHED READING 
THE NOTE, WHEN... EVEN AS I RUSHED INTO THE 


IT'S KATHY'S } HALL, KATH Y'S SCREAMS 
FEEE! NOLNOS VOICE! TLL {| STOPPED,ANDI DID NOT KNOW 
DON'T WHIPME! KILL HIM! J WHERE TO GO! GRIMLY I 
DON'T WHIPME! RETURNED To MY ROOM AND 
é ! WAITED... WITH DEATH IN 
MY HAND / 


THE 
DOOR's 
OPENING... 


—__, 
THERE ABE NO WORDS TO DESCRIBE /T! THE UT CAME ATME, 
LUNGING, WEAVING... ANTICIPATING / THE LINEOF CLAWING.-- 
FIRE OF MY WEAPON WAS NOW LIPON ME... SNABLING,,. 
z ‘DIGGING GREAT 


PAW GRABBED 
[Toes 


IFIREO...FELT THE PAW INCH MOMENTARILY AS THE 
BULLET WENT THROUGH IT! THE GREAT FANGS 
CAME AT MY THROAT... 


THIS IS WENDELL ACTION... 

ACTION CALLING... EASY 

DOES IT, NOW! COME 
AWAY, ‘BEAST... 


4 VOICE SEEMED TO HAVE A DISTRACTING 


EFFECT ON IT! IT YANKED THEGUN FROM 
| MY HAND AND TLIRNED AWAY... 


I SAVED YOUR, 

Breakrast Ye LIFE, CHANNING! LIAR! 
WAS A BELIEVE ME, YOU'RE THE 
STRANGE I OID! MONSTER / 
AFFAIR! 

UNCOOKED 

FOOD, CEREAL, 
FRUIT, SALAD! 
KATHY THERE 
WTHWELTS *® 
FROM ACTIONS OS. 
WHIP! ME} 
WITH TORN §G/ 
CLOTHES, A 
GOUGEO 
BODY... 
ACcTIO;} 
WITH A 
HAND 


LIVED FOR WEEKS IN THAT PLACE OF HORROR! I WAS 700 | UNTIL ON A NIGHT NEAR THE END OF ONE 


ANGRY TO EVEN FEEL THE COLD, YET TOO CAUTIOUS TO ACT|| MORE WEEK... I HAD ENOUGH WOOD HIDDEN 
IN HASTE, FOR MY EVERY MOVE WAS WATCHED BY ACTION IN TO EFFEC 'CHEME... 
OR HIS SLAVES! MEN AND WOMEN HELD IN FEAR, AS \ WAY ROOMS TR! CM CEN 
| KATHY WAS... 


ind SAW UNBELIEVABLE ACTS OF BRUTALITY ON 
ACTION'S PART... ACTS_INCITED ONLY BY 
HIS WHIMGS.., 


I ——— 
PUT OUT THAT FIRE &> JA-HA-HA! 
ORT SHALLNOT BES) ANNES. 
ABLE TO CONTROL You PHONY... 
THE MONSTER, 

CHANNING! 
’ 


AND I,TOO 
BECAME A 
SLAVE WITH 
THE OTHERS.., 


ae 
| 
| 


THE OTHERS WERE 
MOTIVATED BY FEAR, 
MY ACTIONS GREW 
FROM ANGER AND 
THE FORMING OF 


IT CAME SCREAMING AND ROAR- 
ING AS I KNEW IT WOULD...BUT ILUNGED WITH FLAME IN MY 
I WAS READY! HAND AND FURY IN MY HEART... 


Tr FLED AND I FOLLOWED. ALL 
‘MY ANGER RISING TO ACTION... 


\ 


Veg WENT, TO THE ROOM I RECOGNIZED AS IT BECAME A FIGHT TO THE OEATH, AND 
ACTIONS SPY ROOM REPLETE WITH ELECTRONIC WINNG AS HE TRIED TO CONTROL. HIs eae 
OBSERVING EQUIPMENT... THE FIRE AND MY MADDENING FURY. I PRESSED 
MY FULL STRENGTH ON THE MONSTROUS THROAT 
YOU LIARS 6 AND SOON THE GURGLING STOPPED... 


MONSTER! 7 ' 
ACTION’ € TEs (ee) 


THY ARRIVED FIRS OF COURSE... HE WAS MAD... 


THERE IT IS, KATAY. TLL PULL OFF Jl THE SECRETARY 
NO MORE FEAR ! oy | THE MASK HE ADVERTISED 
IT'S ACTION IN A MINUTE... 


KATHY... EVERYONE | 
IT'S ALL OVER! YOU | 
CAN COME...AND SEE! Om wae TO 


ONE WHO KILLED 
HERSELF IN 


THAD GUESSED THAT THE MAN WAS 
BESTIAL, HENCE HAD A BEASTS 


"TORE OFF THE MONSTER” DISGUISE 
| FROM ACTION'S BODY! THAD KILLED 
| ACTION; Bur as £ TORE THe COVERINGS 
\AROM HIS HANDS AND FACE... 

> 


HE THOUGHT HE WAS A 
KING.,, SOMEONE ALL 
POWERFUL! AND HE WAS 
UTTERLY CRUEL, BUT 
THE OUTSIDE WORLD 
NEVER SUSPECTED... 


EEEEEE!/ 


Dn 
| iil 


Ait 1s LIFE THE OLD MAN HAD BEEN STUDYING DEATH! HE KNEW ALL THERE WAS TO 
KNOW ABOUT — DYING! TO HIS KEEN OLD MING, THE WAY A MAN DREW HIS LAST GREATH, 


THE FEAR ANO PAIN AND HORROR, WAS NOT A TRAGEDY, BUT MERELY AN INTERESTING 8/7 
OF SCIENTIFIC DATA! PEOPLE OFTEN WONDERED HOW HE GATHERED H/S5 MATERIAL, BUT 
NONE COULD GUESS THE GRUESOME TRUTH, BECAUSE THEY DIDN'T KNOW ABOUT 

THE CURIOUS COFFIN... 


14 
Wo: 


cn Poe 
WAM RABE AE 


2 ———————s 


A 


PRores: ‘SOR HOMER KELSEY CONCLUDES 


ANOTHER IVTERVIEW WITH THE PRESS... 


(very INTERESTING, 
PROFESSOR KELSEY! / YOUNG MAN! SPEAK 
up! NO NEED To BE 


YOU MADE THIS | 
COFFIN YOURSELF, }\ AFRAID OF DEATH! 
BY HAND? FOR 


YOUR OWN, 


FOR MY OWN FUNERAL, 


I KNOW I'M CONSIDERED 
ECCENTRIC: ZRAZY! MY 
BOOKS ON DEATH, 
THE WAY © LIVE, 

THE WAY I HOARD 

MY MONEY, EVERY- 
THING! I DON'T | 
CARE! AND < 
THIS PICTURE ¥ 
AND INTERVIEW } 
WILL BE GOOD 
PUBLICITY FOR 

MY NEW BOOK— 

THE FACTS. 

OF DEATHS 


BACK AT THE OFFICE OF THE GLOBE... 


YOU GOT THE KELSEY Y YOU CAN SAY THAT 
STORY, HUH? GooD! AGAIN! IMAGINE POSING 
THE OLD DODO MAKES )FOR A PICTURE IN 
GOOD COPY ONCEA 4 

YEAR! HE'S A REAL 

MACABRE CHARACTER, 


WNTEREST IS $0 WIDE-SPREAD THAT THE NEXT 
DAY, IN ANOTHER CITY ++ 
I$ THAT ALL YOU GOTTA DO, 
SLUGGER? ALWAYS READING THE 
STUPID PAPERS! AND WE'RE 
DOWN TO OUR LAST TEN POLLARS! 


PROFESSOR HOMER 
KELSEY, THE MAN WHO. 
HAS MADE DEATH His LIFE 
LONG $7TUD% TODAY << 
ANNOUNCED THE PUBLICATION 
DATE OF HIS NEW BOOK, THE 
FACTS OF OEATH! THE 
PROFESSOR ALLOWED HIS 
PICTURE TO BE TAKEW INV 
A COFFIN WICH HE MADE 
HIMSELF AND IN WHIEH 
HE WILL BE BURIED! 
INTEREST 15 WIDE - 
SPREAD... 


SEE THIS? THE OLD PROFESSOR 
WHAT WRITES ALL THEM BOOKS 
ABOUT OYING ? HE'S A NUT, 
SEE? BUT HE IS ALSO A 
MILLIONAIRE, I HEAR! 


[7 SHADDUP, MYRTLE: ANYWAY | 
I THINK THE FAMINE IS 
OVER! I JUST GOT A 

BEAUTIFUL IDEA} 


| 


Y so THis! THE OLD MAN DON'T \ /HMMM—MAYBE \R $0.4 ZEW NIGHTS THIS 1S A PUSH- 
BELIEVE IN BANKS! SO WHERE |/ YOU GOTAN IDEA LATER: OVER, MYRTLE! I 
DOES HE KEEP ALL HIS LOOT? AT THAT: aa [ CASED IT GOOD, AND HE 
MIGHT BE INTERESTING TO SLUGGER! DON'T HAVE NO GUARDS, 

FIND OUT, HUH? MeN COGS OR ANYTHING! 
WONDERING 
ABOUT THAT! 


iS C= 
cael 


Ca 


Se amann~ ote 


K D1 = Dunno, 
A\ SLUGGER! A 
7 LOOKIT THAT: MYRTLE! MORE AND 
THE GOOFY OLD GOPHER } MORE SOME- 
\ Is SITTING IN HIS THING TELLS 
ne COFFIN! « ME WE BETTER 


Se <| SAK | LEAVE THIS JOB 


$ 
a 


GOOD EVENING, 
MY FRIENDS! I 
WAS BEGINNING 
TO WORRY! I 
THOUGHT PERHAPS 
YOU WEREN'T 
COMING! 


ny YOU'RE SUFFERING FROM 
4 THE GENERAL DELUSION 
THAT I HAVE LARGE SUMS 
(k_OF MONEY CONCEALED IN 
SQ] THE HOUSE! I'M SORRY, 


BUT I HAVE NO money! 


/M A PAUPER! 


WE GOT 
DON'T \WAYS TO 
GIVE US | MAKE 
THAT! / You 
TALK, 
PoP! 


WSNAP OUT OF IT! THE TREE 
(15 RIPE FOR PICKING, Z 


ay TELL you! 


BUT IT's 
Too EASY.’ 


OH, YES! THAT IS, I - 

WAS EXPECTING SOMEONE \ 

I DION'T KNOW EXACTLY WHO ff 
IT WOULD BE, OF COURSE! AND JJ 


NOW THAT YOU'RE HERE... aay) 
LLY 


YEAH, NOW THAT WE'RE HERE, 
YOU CAN CUT OUT THE 
| DOUBLE-TALK! 
FORK OVER 
THE DOUGH! } POP! MONEY! 
GIVE IT TO 


ap 
HMMM—AS 1 
SUSPECTED! 
YOUR INTELLI~ 


WE SURE HAVE! SN GENCE IS OF THE 
LIKE THIS! NOW TELL Y LOWEST ORDER! You 
US WHERE THE DOUGH |} RESORT TO FORCE AT & 
IS STASHED AWAY THE VERY BEGINNING! 


OR YOU GET _ 


MORE OF 


AN INTELLIGENT CROOK, 
GIVEN THIS SITUATION, 
WITH A COFFUW PRESENT, 
WOULD HAVE GONE ABOUT| 
IT DIFFERENTLY! FEAR, 
THE THREAT OF DEATH, 
1S SO MUCH MORE : 
EFFICACIOUS! 5 


THE NEXT STEP /S INEVITABLE... MYRTLE MAKES A DISCOVERY. (Ano THE FEMALE OF THE 


SPECIES TAKES VER «+ « 
HUH! You vJ 


YEAH, I THINK I SEE WHAT 
ARE nuts! FEMALE YOU MEAN, POP! YOU THINK _/WE'LL JUST GIVE YOU A PRE- 
I DON'T WE'RE TOO CRUDE, HUH? wil VUE OF DEATH, POP! YOU 
WE CAN'T SCARE YOU! THOUGHT I WOULDN'T FIGURE 
BUT MAYBE YOU GoT /THAT OUT; HUH? WELL, YOU AIN'T 
ANOTHER THINK GOT ALL THE INTELLIGENCE IN 
COMING! THE WORLD! 


THE COFFIN 
WITH you! 


Ss 


) I'LL SMASH 
UNLESS YOU'RE YOUR FINGERS, 
\ READY TO TALK! } WITH NO AIR, AND YOU CRAZY 
; HE'LL TALK PLENTY! OLD GALooT! 
I TELL YOU I 
HAVEN'T ANY money! 
\ PLEASE, YoU MUST 
BELIEVE ME! D-DON'’T! 
I'LL SMOTHER TO 
DEATH IN 


A 
MAYBE YOU —(CHUCKLE)— } COUPLE MORE 
WANT YOUR PICTURE MINUTES ANDO 


TAKEN, HUH ? TOO BAD HE'LL TALK! STAY IN 
THAT NEWSPAPER- )> @ | WHAT DO YOU THINK, ] ANOTHER MINUTE, 
MAN AIN'T HERE! MYRTLE? WE DON'T / GIVE HIM A GOOD 


WANT THE OLD SCARE! AFTER 
GEEZER TO DIE IN ) ALL, HE'S THE 
THERE ! HE AIN'T ONE THAT'S SO 
NO GOOD To INTERESTED 
IN DYING! 


4ur SUDDENLY... HEY, HE AIN'T HURRY UP, YOU FOOL! IF HE 
THUMPING ANYMOR f DIES, WE'LL BE OUT OF 
M-~-MAYBE HE DIED LUCK! HE'S THE ONLY 
On us! ONE THAT KNOWS WHERE 
2 HE WOULDN'T THE MONEY IS HIDDEN! 
DARE, THE OLD 
W HUMBUG! BUTI ‘ 
I. GUESS YOU BETTER | YEAH — 1M — (GASP) — 
OPEN IT UP, SLUGGER! f HURRYING! THIS 
Y HE MIGHT HAVE A : > WAS ALL YOUR IDEA, 
‘ WEAK HEART OR R f REMEMBER? 
SOMETHING! ; 


SUDDENLY, 7 
THE COFFIN NAILS GIVE A FINAL F 1) OD Ges 
SCREECH, AND THEN... rl | a oF 
EY 
4 7? YOUR GUN, 
SLUGGER! 


HUH! BUT 
HOw? HE 
COULDN'T... 


WHAT DO YOU M-MEAN? 

A NEAT LITTLE TRICK, ISN'T IT? THE THE POLICE? MY DEAR \ WHAT EXPERIMENTS ? YOU 

BOTTOM OF THE COFFIN OPENS <%/ FRIENDS, L HAVE NO IDEA] AIN'T THINKING OF 

DOWN INTO A SECRET PASSAGE- # OF CALLING THEM IN! IN { K-KILLING US? 

WAY! BUT I'VE A LOT FACT, I DousT IF THE 4 

OF SURPRISES IN YEAH! POLICE WOULD —AHEM — 

STORE FOR YOU! /)y-You\ we Lose! ) APPROVE OF MY LITTLE CONTRARY, 

Poe GOT US,} WE'LL GET \ EXPERIMENTS! HOW im SOUT 
KNOW SO MUCH ABOUT BUT I'MA 

] DYING? SIMPLE! I SCIENTIST! 

WATCH PEOPLE BUT YOu 
Ole | WILL SOON 


THE PUBLICITY, THE RUMORS OF MY CONCEALED Vour LITTLE EXPERIMENT 
WEALTH, WERE ONLY BAIT! SUGAR, YOU MIGHT BEGINS! NOW YOU'LL — 

| SAY, TO —(GHUCKLE) — CATCH FLIES! YOU ARE AH-HAH) — SEE A PART 
NOT THE|FIRST! NOR. WILL YOU BE : OF MY HOUSE THAT 
THE Last! AND NOW... . hb. VERY FEW see! 


WHAT YOU 
DOING THAT 


5, WW A CORNER THEY SEE A 
THE TWO FALL INTO A BRIGHTLY REI BLOOD ~ CHILLING SIGHT... Yves! He 


ILLUMINATED PUT... Oy 

ae : “A ME, T-TOO! } WHEN HE SAID 
fy W-WHERE THAT LOONEY IS WE WEREN'T 
H ARE We? I'M 


GONNA EXPERIMENT THE FIRST! 
S—SCARED, 4A ON US, MYRTLE! Z 
) SLUGGER! F-23 


PROFESSOR KELSEY CONSULTS 
A TYPES L. Cena 


SUODENLY THE LIGHTS DIN AND THE 


PROFESSOR'S FACE APPEARS AT A r AM sorry, BUT 


\'VE ALREADY STUDIED ALL THE 
EASY WAYS OF DYING! I'M AFRAID 


YOU'LL HAVE TO CHOOSE ONE OF 
HESE! 


MY FRIENDS, THE EXPERIMENTS HAVE 
Ly, I'M AFRAID THAT 
ER, ER, LIMITED! 


Side 1: The Haunting. 


Side 2: Assorted creepy 


sounds to be played 


when the lights are out! 


.with this haunted house sound effects record. 


Z Just imagine how 

écared your friends 

will be when you flip out 

the light and they start 

hearing creepy sounds 

like the howl of a wolf, a 

~ creaking door, chains rattling, 

and then a man’s voice telling them 

that the house is haunted and they are 
to die—one by one. They'll be scared stiff 
when they hear footsteps coming across 
the floor, the sound of people fighting, 


Be the first in your 
neighborhood to get this 
record and invite your 
friends over for a Haunting! 
DON'T DELAY 

USE THIS RUSH COUPON 
TO ORDER TODAY! 


| Name_ 


j city 
| state 


| street 


glass breaking, hideous laughter, terrible 
shrieks and screams, eerie moaning and 
then more footsteps, more screams. 
Each person in the room will think that 
he is going to be the next victim 

This 7 inch long playing 33/3 RPM spe- 
cial haunted house sound effects record 


can be yours for: 
OO 
= 


+25¢ for postage 


onk 
Scdeze dea fonatie 


Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Back. 


25¢ for postage and handling to: 


THE GAYLE HOUSE—Dept. DC 2 
| P.0. Box 512, Flushing, New York 11352 


(Please Print) 


Zip 


This record creates a real atmosphere of terror with 
sounds that can almost be seen! 


i N.Y, State residents please include 6¢ in addition to the $1.25 


DISCOVER THE HIDDEN SECRETS OF NATURE’S 
MOST EXOTIC AND MYSTERIOUS HOUSE PLANT! 


are MENUS FLY TRAP 


@ See how it lures, traps, eats and digests insects 
up to 20 times it’s size. 

@Learn how you can actually train it with a 
pencil to perform only for you. 


@ Feed it raw hamburger from your hand. 
@ Experiment with it at home or school. 


The Venus Fly Trap will grow easily in your home. 
It blooms into a bright green leafed plant with pink 
and white flowers, in oniy 3-4 weeks 

and produces 6-12 traps per g 
plant. Each pack comes 
with soil, bulbs and a com- 
plete instruction booklet, 
filled with fascinating facts 
and hints. Mail in this 
coupon today and start a 
Venus Fly Trap garden of 
your own. You'll be De- 
lighted! 


Dept. CH-11 
120 East 56th Street 
New York, N.Y. 10022 ‘ 


Please send my Venus Fly Trap including soll, 
bulbs and Instruction booklet at once. 

bulb pack — $1.00 + 35¢ postage and handling 
-bulb pack — $2.00 + 25¢ postage and handling 
Name 
Address 


city State Zip 
New York State Residents add sales tax. 
Sanne 


THE PROFESSOR /5 A LITTLE PEEVEO AND OISGUSTED Buras HE CONSULTS HIS MASS OF 
AT THE REACTION OF HIS "SUBJECTS" NOTES, THE PROFESSOR MAKES. 


(LL JUST GIVE THEM A \ STARTLING DISCOVERY... yaxagg 


NO! YAAAAA— } D€AR-DEAR! TWOf LITTLE TIME TO COMPOSE. 


LETUS ouT! 


a7 


OF THE WORST 'VE ) THEMSELVES / NOBODY ) iii, WHAT! BUT THIS 15 
Lf EVER HAD! OF CAN HEAR THEM /N ‘ Be, INCREDIBLE! HOW "™% 
BEEEEEEEE — } COURSE THE CHOICE, THAT SOUND-PROOF 3 (4 COULD 1 HAVE BEEN f 


4S HARD, BUT /F 


I DON'T WANT Y RUIN MY WORK! AND 
TO DIE. JUST WHEN I'VE ALMOS7 
AAAAHHHHA— =e COMPLETED. 
THE STUDY 
DS OF EVERY 
POSSIBLE 
WAY 70 
OIE! 


y 


OHHH — GAAAA—B8UT LZ CAN'T 


DIE NoW/ Z—MY WORK—NOT DONE 
YET/ Z— OOQOOOHHHHHHH —_f; 
HAVE NEVER STUQIED DEATH 

BY — AARRRRR—- 


Yes! NOW THE PROFESSOR (Ss REALLY AN 
EXPERT! HE KNEW ALL ABOUT IT NOW... 


CELL, AND NO, ef so sTuro? Z musT 
THEY PERSIST IN THIS SORT )ONE EVER 
YOWWWWW- ) 0F BEHAVIOR THEY MIGHT 


BE GETTING ABSENT- 


SOMES HERE /, MINDED ! 1 VE 


NO HURRY 
ABOUT U7, 


MR AFTER ALL’ 


